DAYS     WITH    BERNARD     SHAW                           133
associated yourself with causes which are too unpopular to become
wealthy, and also because they think that you have a kind heart."
"I thought that people generally concluded that that part of my
anatomy was missing! I have deliberately hidden it from the public
eye."
"Can one deliberately hide one's heart?" I asked him.
He looked keenly into my eyes, waiting for a retort rather than a
revelation. Nothing came, so he turned his eyes away and said limply:
"I have never known love when I was a child. My mother was so
disappointed in my father that she centred all her care on my sister, and
she left me to fend for myself. If I had not returned to the house I don't
think they would, any of them, have missed me."
"Your mother, then, was the perfect educationist."
"Yes. I see it now. My gratuitous meddlesomeness must be a reaction
to her non-attachment. With me, when a person comes upon the scene
I immediately give her the benefit of my advice on how to do her job
if she is a specialist, how to bring up children if she is a mother, how to
treat a husband ... I treat all people as malefactors in the same way as
doctors treat all people as invalids with the hope that they are chronic
invalids; especially if they live better and seem happier than myself.
The moment you agreed with him he thought there must be
something wrong with his argument and he was prepared to put the
case for the other side. He liked to be in a minority of one and so he
insisted with all the pertinacity of a fanatic and a rich fanatic at that,
because it ran away with much money and much time, on a new
alphabet. Rich people have a way of discovering drains down which
they can throw their money almost unnoticed. His new alphabet was to
consist of not less than forty-two letters and each sound was to have the
distinction of its own particular symbol. He had to confess that the
interest aroused in it was negligible but that only meant that he was right.
This alphabet was essentially a time-saving device. The time saved would
be phenomenal. In fact, if his arithmetic were correct, ninety minutes
would be saved in each hour. As always he asked the advice of phone-
ticians, statisticians and even politicians, and discarded their information
if they disagreed. I wasn't quite certain what people were to do with the
time thus saved. In spite of the handicap of an illogical and confusing
alphabet in use at the moment, G.B.S. has managed to complete quite a
handsome number of books and it would have been worth while for